O primal-moving, cruel Firmament,

With thy diurnal pressure, that doth sway

And hurl all things from East to Occident,

Which otherwise would hold another way,

Thy pressure set the heavens in such array,

At the beginning of this wild voyage,

That cruel Mars hath murdered this marriage.

Unfortunate ascendant tortuous,

Of which the lord has helpless fall'n, alas,

Out of his angle to the darkest house!

O Mars! O Atazir in present easel 5

O feeble Moon, unhappy is thy pace!

Thou'rt in conjunction where thou'rt not received,

And where thou should'st go, thou hast not achieved.

Imprudent emperor of Rome, alas!

Was no philosopher 6 in all thy town?

Is one time like another in such case?

Indeed, can there be no election shown,

Especially to folk of high renown,

And when their dates of birth may all men know?

Alas! We are too ignorant or too slow.

To ship is brought this fair and woeful maid,
Full decorously, with every circumstance.
"Now Jesus Christ be with you all," she said;
And there's  no  more,  save  "Farewell,  fair  Con-
stance!"

She strove to keep a cheerful countenance,
And forth I let her sail in this manner,
And turn again to matters far from her.

The mother of the sultan, well of vices,

Has heard the news of her son's full intent,

How he will leave the ancient sacrifices;

And she at once for her own council sent;

And so they came to learn what thing she meant

8 Atazir: the influence of a star on other stars or on men.
e Philosopher: astrologer in the present instance.